into battle
of what happened twenty-five years ago. To hear them talk, you
would suppose that it was Belgium that invaded Germany ! There
they were, these peaceful Prussians, gathering in their harvests,
when this wicked Belgium—set on by England and the Jews—fell
upon them ; and would no doubt have taken Berlin, if Corporal
Adolf Hitler had not come to the rescue and turned the tables.
Indeed the tale goes further. After four years of war by land and
sea, when Germany was about to win an overwhelming victory,
the Jews got at them again, this time from the rear. Armed with
President Wilson's Fourteen Points they stabbed, we are told,
the German armies in the back, and induced them to ask for an
armistice, and even persuaded them, in an unguarded moment,
to sign a paper saying that it was they and not the Belgians who
had been the ones to begin the War. Such is history as it is taught
in topsy-turvydom.
And now it is holiday again, and where are we now ? Or as
you sometimes ask in the United States—where do we go from
here ? There is a hush over all Europe, nay, over all the world,
broken only by the dull thud of Japanese bombs falling on Chinese
cities, on Chinese Universities or near British and American ships.
But then China is a long way off, so why worry ? The Chinese
are fighting for what the founders of the American Constitution
in their stately language called : " Life, liberty and the pursuit of
happiness." And they seem to be fighting very well. Many good
judges think they are going to win. Anyhow, let's wish them luck!
Let's give them a wave of encouragement—like your President did
last week, when he gave notice about ending the commercial treaty.
After all, the suffering Chinese are fighting our battle—the battle
of democracy. They are defending the soil, the good earth, that
has been theirs since the dawn of time against cruel and unprovoked
aggression. Give them a cheer across the ocean—no one knows
whose turn it may be next. If this habit of military dictatorships
breaking into other people's lands with bomb and shell and bullet,
stealing the property and killing the proprietors, spreads too
widely, we may none of us be able to think of summer holidays for
quite a while.
But to come back to the hush I said was hanging over Europe.
What kind of a hush is it ? Ala^! it is the hush of suspense, and
in many lands it is the hush of fear. Listen ! No, listen carefully;
I think I hear something—yes, there it was quite clear. Don't
you hear it ? It is the tramp of armies crunching the gravel of
the parade-grounds, splashing through rain-soaked fields, the tramp
of two million German soldiers and more than a million Italians—
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